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but those that will play for the gammon must take their
chance of this. I am also anxious to have particular
news of your health. Ever yours faithfully, W. S.

The letter reached Ellis before the book; but how
well he anticipated the immediate current of criticism >
his answer will show.

" Before I have seen the stranger," he says, " and while my
judgment is unwarped by her seduction, I think I can venture,
from what I remember of the Lay, to anticipate the fluctuations
of public opinion concerning her. The first decision respecting
the Last Minstrel was, that he was evidently the production of
a strong and vivid mind, and not quite unworthy the author of
Glenfinlas and The Eve of St. John; but that it was difficult to
eke out so long a poem with uniform spirit; that success gen-
erally emboldens writers to "become more careless in a second.

production;   that------in short, months  elapsed, before   one

tenth of our wise critics had discovered that a long poem whicli
no one reader could bring himself to lay down till he had ar-
rived at the last line, was a composition destined perhaps to
suggest new rules of criticism, but certainly not amenable to the
tribunal of a taste formed on the previous examination of
models of a perfectly different nature. That Minstrel is now
in its turn byecome a standard; Marmion will therefore be com-
pared with this metre, and will most probably be in the first
instance pronounced too long, or too short, or improperly di-
vided, or etc., etc., etc., till the sage and candid critics are com-
pelled, a second time, by the united voice of all who can read
at all, to confess that* aut prodesse aut delectare' is the only*
real standard of poetical merit. One of my reasons for liking
your Minstrel was, that the subject was purely and necessarily
poetical; whereas my sincere and sober opinion of all the &pi>o
poems I have ever read, the Odyssey perhaps excepted, is that
they ought to have been written in prose; and hence, thoug-fo.
I think with Mackintosh, that 'forte epos acer ut nemo Varius
scribit,' I rejoice in your choice of a subject which cannot Be
considered as epic, or conjure up in the memory a number of
fantastic rules, which, like Harpies, would spoil the banquetr of my being unhorsed, when Scott said, * Why, Sir, I
